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entreats his infernal majesty to hand over to him the superfluous
wealth of the rich, enforcing the request with a long catalogue of
the sins infesting the world : avarice, niggardliness, pride, envy,
murder, wrath, gluttony, drunkenness, sloth, lechery, and — the
Harveys. These " ridiculous asses" are not named, but serve to
show how he could rail were he called upon to do so. The iniquities
denounced are obviously the seven deadly sins of the Middle Ages
brought up to date. Nashe's satire falls heavier, be it noted, on
Dutchmen, Spaniards, Frenchmen and Italians than on his own
countrymen. His knight of the post brings back news from hell,
and supplies matter for an account of its polity and inhabitants.
Manifestly, the Supplication is an example of that species of
writing which Nashe had previously decried, and not a bad example
either. He displays as wide and racy an experience of all sorts and
conditions as any of his foierunners, and far more caustic powers
of ridicule, in spite of his too often preferring crude invective to
the finer weapons of satire. He paints lealistic vignettes of foolish-
ness, vice and extravagance which, with allowance for satirical
animus and for the intentional coarseness, would take an advan-
tageous place on the walls of that galleiy of characters which was
now beginning to be hung. Regard this poitiait:
In another corner, Mistress Minx, a meichant's wife, that will
eat no cherries, forsooth, but when they are at twenty shillings a
pound ; that looks as simperingly as if she weie besmeared, and jets
it as gingerly as if she were dancing the Canaries : she is so finical
in her speech, as though she spake nothing but what she had first
sewed over before in her samplers, and the puling accent of her voice
is like a feigned treble, or one's voice that interprets to the puppets.
What should I tell how squeamish she is in hei diet, what toil she
puts her poor servants unto, to make her looking-glasses in the pave-
ment ? how she will not go into the fields, to cower on the green
grass, but she must have a coach for her convoy ; and spends half a
day in pranking herself if she be invited to any strange place ? Is not
this the excess of pride, signior Satan ? Go to, you are unwise, if
you make her not a chief saint in your calendar.
A slighter piece, probably one of " two or three trivial volumes "
spoken of by Nashe in the preface to Christes Teares> was The
173.

